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T Hat thou are blam’d (hall not be thy defed^ 

For Handers marke was euer yet the faire. 

The ornament of beauty is fufpe&, 

A Crow that flies in heauens fweeteft ayre. 

So thou be good, flander doth but approue, 

Their worth the greater bceing woo d oftime, 

For Canker vice the fweeteft buds doth loue. 

And thou prefent’ft a pure vnftayincd prime. 

Thou haft paft by the ambufh of young dales, 

Either not aflayld,or viftor beeing charg’d. 

Yet this thy praife cannot be foe tny praife. 

To tyc vp enuy,euermore inlarged, 

( If fome fufpedl; of ill maskt not thy fliow, 
c Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts fliouldft owe*' 
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]VJOe Longer mourne for me when I am dead, 

*• ’Then you fhall heare the furly fullen bell 
Giue warning to the world that I am fled 
• From this vile world with vildcft wormes to dwells 
< Nay if you read this line, remember not, 

C The hand that writ it, for I loue you fo, 
f That I in your fwect thoughts would be forgot. 

Of thinking on me then fhouid make you woe. 

O iffl fay^Jyou lookevpon this v-ife. 

When I (perhaps) compounded am with day, 

Do not fo much as my poore name rchcrfe; 

But let your loue euen with my life decay. 

Leaft the wife world fhouid looke into your mone, 
And mocke you with me after 1 am gon. 
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O Leaft the world fhouid taske you to recite. 

What merit liu'd in me that you fhouid loue 
After my dcathf dcare loue )for get me quite, 
dFor you in me can noching worthy proue. 

Vnlefle you would dcuife fome Yeuuous lye s 
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To doe more for me then mine owne defert. 

And hang more praife vpon deceafed I, 

Then nigard truth would willingly impart.* 

O leaft your true loue may feeme falce in this. 

That you for loue fpeakc well of me vntruc. 

My name be buried where my body is. 

And Hue no more to fhame nor me,nor you. 

For I am fhamdby that which I bring forth. 

And fo fhouid you, to loue things nothing worth, 
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T Hat time ofyeeare thou maitt in me behold. 

When yellow ieaues.or none,or few doe hange 
Vpon thofe boughes which fliake againft the could, 
Barern wd quiers, where late the fwcet birds fang. 

In me thou feeft the twi-light of fuch day. 

As after Sun-iet fadethin the Weft, 

Which by and by blacke night doth take away. 

Deaths fecond felfe that feals vp all in reft. 

In me thou feeft the glowing of fuch fire. 

That on the allies of his youth doth lye, 

As the death bed, whereon it muft expire, 

Confum’d with that which it was nurrifht by. 
t This thou perceu’ftjwhich makes thy loue more ftrong, 

< To loue that weH,which thou muft leaue ere long-. 
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B Vt be contented when that fell areft, 

With out all bayle fhall carry me away. 

My life hath in this line fome intereft. 

Which for mcmoriall ftill with thee fliali ftay. 

When thou reueweft this,thou doeft renew* 

The very part was eonfecrate to thee,. 

* The earth can haue but earth,which is his due, 

1 My fpirir is thine the better part of me. 

So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life. 

The pray of wormes,my body being dead, 

The coward conqueft of a wretches knife, 
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